was a sharp, outrageous odor in the air 
that was both thrilling and nauseating. 
I was aware of a dark shape moving 
oy _ toward'me. A hysterical stranger within 
me, insane with joy, was struggling to 
claw its way out of my body to join it. 
The odor was overwhelming now, and 
the-wild thing inside me was screaming 
in the agony of a kind of deep psychic 
ofgasm that was pulsing my life away. 
Then a white blur broke from the cir- 
cle and came pounding toward me. I 
tealized that it was Snaghead, head 
down, horn flashing, his hoofs—hoofs 


shreds—sending out bits.of flying turf 
as he came. I shielded my head with my 
arms and waited for the first slashing 
blow. It never came. There was a sud- 





There is a lady in these parts 
Who has a demon in her womb 


Gnd knows it in her heart of hearts. 


. Snijoy the sunlight si pou can; 


(But still her lips part in a smile. 
‘ She plucks a flower for Her hair. 


‘ Gnd while her cuckold husband moves 
Sedately through his morning bath, 


She feels within het belly grow 
@ thing of dark satanic wrath, 


Watches while the sunlight dies. 


Jn the pupils of her eyes. 
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that I had seen cut rattlesnakes: to - 


den sense of release, and, the clean. 


She knows within her heart of hearts 
That crawling death lies cradled there, 


Gnd turns, and looking out the window 


The smile.slips off, there is a crawling 
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smell of wet goat hair, and Snaghead 
was standing over ‘me, his legs spread 
wide, his long curls covering my bat- 
tered body. 

Mercifully, I could see nothing. 
Snaghead stood stock still, a lion carved 
in, stone. There was a long silence. 
Then I heard what sounded like a low 
laugh; it could have been the nicker of 
a horse. 

Findlly, as from far down the canyon, 
I heard the same high fluting trill that 
had frightened the dogs so much. Only 
now it was not fearsome. It seemed to 
me to be sweet and plaintive, like 
something lost and lonely, calling to its 
mate. The thing inside me longed with 
all my soul to answer it. “ 

And when, at last, Snaghead. raed 
away from me and led his flock back up 


the mountainside, they left me there 
alone, a blasted, unsexed thing, sob- 
bing on the ground—sobbing because 
of a great emptiness within me—an 
emptiness that I have never filled, and 
cannot to this day. 

When I could stand and limp back 
up the trail, the dogs greeted me 
joyfully. The goats were lying quietly 
beneath the pines; not one of them 
looked in my direction., All that day I 
lay on my bed, and the goats waited for 
me, and in the evening I came out of 
the cabin and sat among them, and the 
next day Snaghead and I, like brother 
eunuchs, led the flock back out to 
graze. 

I never sang to goats again. 
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